CANADA,    WHITEHALL    AND    COWES

is quite out of the ordinary. It has a ready-made gas supply which
comes out of the nether regions and is used by householders and
works for heating,and lighting. I liked everything about Medicine
Hat including ap Ellis* s flying school.

Calgary was next on my programme, and I found another
R.N.A.S. friend, Douglas Iron, Group-Captain, R.A.F., serving
under Canadian Air Vice-Marshal Howsam. No. 37 S.F.T.S. was
much the same as all the others, with excellent and well-heated
living-quarters, recreation-rooms and hangars erected by the
Canadian Government.

It was now only two days before Christmas, and it was sug-
gested that I might like to take three or four days off whilst officers
and men at the schools celebrated the occasion by a short stand-
easy. I went to Banff by car through the foothills of the Rockies,
the scenery quite beautiful in the winter mantle of snow.

I thoroughly enjoyed my four days at the Mount Royal Hotel,
where I fed sumptuously, met some kind friends, skated on an
excellent ice link and slid down the mountainside on skis. British
and Dominion airmen were there in force, a few Australians and
New Zealanders on skis for the first time. I had a happy Christmas
with some of them. On the 27th December the Canadian Pacific
Railway collected me off the platform of a very cold station and
carried me in warmth and comfort over the Kicking Horse Pass
in a blizzard down the slopes into Vancouver where we arrival
the following morning to find it warm and raining,

During the next five days I saw so much that was of interest
to me that a full chapter would be needed to describe it in detail
and this book is already over-long. I must therefore confine myself
to giving a summary of events and impressions.

A Grumman Goose amphibian aircraft took me over to
Patricia Bay, on Vancouver Island, to visit Group-Captain Pope's
(^Poppie5* to his friends) air station, training R.A.F. aircrew on
torpedo-dropping Hampdens. I stayed in a luxurious suite of
rooms at Government House, Victoria, as the guest of Ueut>
Govemor Woodward. Air Vice-Marshal Stevenson, R.G.A.R,
took me over in another amphibian to an inaccessible and isolated
flying-boat base at Uclulet on the west coast of Vancouver Island,
where elderly Stranraers were doing anti-submarine patrols out
into the Pacific. At Vancouver I enjoyed the generous hospitality
of Austin Taylor and his family, one of the big men of Western
Canada. He showed me over a local aircraft works. It was a
subsidiary to the great American Boeing company and was pro-
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